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book. I was not reading it for pleasure. The truth
is that I never do read Blue-Books for pleasure. I
read them as a banister reads a brief, for the very
humble purpose of turning an honest penny out of
them. Now, if you are reading a book for pleasure
it doesn't matter what is going on around you. I
think I could enjoy Tristram Shandy or Treasure
Island in the midst of an earthquake.
'~fiut when you are reading a thing as a task you
need reasonable quiet, and that is what I didn't
get, for at the next station in came a couple of men,
one of whom talked to his friend for the rest of the
journey in a loud and pompous voice. He was ooe
of those people who remind one of that story of Home
Tooke, who, meeting a person of immense swagger
in the street, stopped him and said, " Excuse me, sir,
but are you someone in particular? " This gentle-
man was someone in particular. As I wrestled with
clauses and sections, his voice rose like a gale, and
his family history, the deeds of his sons in the war,
and his criticisms of the generals and the politicians
submerged my poor attempts to hang on to my job.
I shut up the Blue-book, looked out of the window,
and listened wearily while the voice thundered on
with themes like these: "Now what French ought
to have done , . ." " The mistake the Germans
made . . ." " If only Asquith had . . /' You
know the sort of stuff. I had heard it all before, oh,
so often. It was like a barrel-organ groaning out
some banal song of long ago.